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The Publiſher preſumes to dedicate his Endeavours, and 
others written on Purpoſe for this Work : 
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Collection of Toaſts and Sentiments 
That have never before appeared in Print, 


The whole comprizing 
An agreeable Aſſiſtant to the Recollection of the Muſical 
Mind, and an able Companion to the convivial Hour. 
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FREE AND ACCEPTED MASONS, 
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ANTI-BOURBONS, 
BOROUGH UNIONS, 
NEPTUN.ES, 


INDEPENDENT. FRIERYS, 
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ADDRESS To Tr PUBLIC. 


Tx appealing to a Puble, from whom I have the moſt 
flattering proſpects of encouragement. it is immaterial 
in what character I appear, as an Author, Editor, Com- 
piler, or Bookſeller; for though I- may with equal 
propriety claim either, yet I would modeſtly wiſh to take 
that which is moſt becoming. As a Bookſeller, I am 
rather in the ſecret, and have a feeling antipathy to 
the name of Author, in which, as there is ſomething 
that carries with it a ſound of fad reſpectability, I chute 
therefore to decline that honor. Editor is a. pretty ſmooth 
:. appellation, and preſents to you the judicious rectifier 
and oſtenſible defender of the works of the author. 
The Compiler is ill naturedly ſaid to be little more than 
the pilferer of good things, and is very often found 
trimming up old {ubjects with temporary altufions, and 
Tavaging over works that have out lived their authors. 


As a Bookſeller, I claim the privilege of a profitable 
application of my commodities, and am determined no 
ö man's works ſhould be. martyred by the unfeeling hands 
of a cheeſe-monger, that I can dignify by a new Type, to 
preſerve it but a ſprig of the bayes. Having therefore 
determined to claim no other title.” than that of a Book - 
eller, I ſubmit the efforts J have made for their. amuſe 
ment to the anſpeRtion of a candid public. | 


As a diligent caterer, for the appetites of various. 
gueſts, ſtrives to ſuit his fare to the general taſte, ſo have 
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vi ADDRESS ro rRE PUBLIC. 
Tin my endeavours been aſſidous to enliven the mind by 


my chearful banquet. 


For the Ladies, I have carefully ſelected ſuch Songs 
as accord with their ſofter ſenſations, that while they 
amuſe by peruſal, are, I hope, free from that offence, . 
which is ſo generally complained of in works of this 
nature. 


The Bachanalian will, Itruſt, find an enlivening morſel 


for his Roſy God, The Lover be ſupplied with a tune- 


ful lay to ſuit his Miſtreſs Abe Jolly Tar is not forgot, 
WVeither is the Soldier paſſed without notice. The 
Libertine and Rake are ſeldom in a condition to ſing, 
therefore little preparation has been made for them. 


Thus have I ſupplied every degree of ſeaſoning pro- 
per for ſuch a treat, and beg my friends to partake 
plentifully, aſſuring them it will keep its flavour in any 


_ climate, and though time may wear it out of faſhion. 
yet it will ſtill encreaſe the gratitude of 


The Public's obedient Avis 
R. PARSLEY. 
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Parſley's Faſhionable 


LYRIC COMPANION. 


The VIRTUES of MASONRY. 
De Words by M. CONCANEN, junior. 
Tuxz, No longer let Whimfical Song ſters Compare. 


HO' the world who are ſtrangers to our grand art, 
Should ſcoff at the myſtery's that we can impart, 
Should condemn what they know not, nor feel the delight, 
Attend to my leſſon, I'll ſet you all right. 


What's a Maſon you cry ? At the ſecret you jeer, 
And advance falſe opinions where each ſhould revere, 
Pretend to be wiſe, and to gueſs ſome great cauſe, 
Why our meetings of friendſhip keep ſecret their laws, 


If a Maſon you'd make, then adhere to my plan, 
And chuſe from your friends a fincere honeſt man; 
Invoke then humanity's aid in the cauſe, t 
And the blefling, that mercy and charity draws, | 


Let juſtice deſcend firſt his merits to weigh, 
And remind him the dictates of truth to obey ; 


„ 


With 


„ 
With a heart ſimpathetick ſhould nature inveſt 
Him. We'lt chearfult attend with the ſceret to truſt. 


Let ſuch be the man, and the Maſon's compleat ; 
No true Maſon poſſeſſes the tongue of deceit ; 

For learn my good friend, there are many that try, 

But in ſome ere ſcarce planted the ſecret will die. 


Tis virtue muſt cheriſh and. bleſs it with fruit, 
And, if honour forſake you, how vain the purſuit ; 
For tho” both ſhould appear to be baniſh'd the land, 
They {till ſhould be found at a Maſon's command. 


r 
An Ax TI-BouxBOx- Ballad, by Mr. Geopwix. 0 
Toxx, Second Thoughts are beſt, 1 


VE watch'd my herd beſide the brook, 
1 I've rambled o'ef the plains, 
I've fat in yon ſequeſter'd nook, 

I've danc'd with nymphs and ſwains: 
With Daphne many a bliſsful hour 
I've ſat beneath ſome tree, 
Or gayly laugh'd in Cynthias bow'r. 
Now what do you think of me? 


Mongſt wits and fops have 1 been ſeen, 
| 
| 


I've loiter'd in the Mall, 

At_galas, and at routs I've been, 
And toy'd with many a Belle: 

For tythe I've hear'd a pariſon preach, 
A lawyer plead for fee, 

I've heard a knave, a knave inpeach. 
Now what do you think of me? 


1 I've 
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e — — — 
* — my —_ — 
— - — a 


„ 
I've heard old ſoldiers boaſt of fears, 

Recount their battles o'er, | 
Again revive the hoſtile jars, | . ke 
Which long fince- were no more. Rs 
Then round the bowl for combat ripe, 

Each vet'ran, bold and free, 
Wou'd load, preſent, and fire—a pipe. 
Now what do you think of me: 


I've heard loud oppoſition's tongue 
Condemn the men in place, 
A proof that Ins are always wren 5 
The Outs neꝰ er know diſgrace: 
But Ins and Outs I diſavow, E * 
From faction here we're free, 
For I'm an Anti-Bourbon now. 
Pray what d'ye think of me? 


The GAL LAN T SOLDIER. 
Tux, Wandering Sailes.. - 
HE gallant ſoldier. bofn. to arms. 
I All. willing from his home he. goes, 
For honour leay es: all other charms, 
5 To meet in field ſurrounding foes; 
C. KN OO. A iQ ..$o- ; 


Tn hopes when war 19 more ſbali rein, 
To hail his native land again. 


Where'er he goes, the deadi fight: 
*Midſt din of arms and cannons roar”; 


His martial ardour gives delight, e 
Till enemies for peace umplore. . ; 2 8 | 
== 5 | In hopes, S. 
a 3. Wtih 
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Of ſcars and wounds he ne er complains, 


11 4 1 


With pride he views his hard campaigns, 


When toils and-dangers are no more ; 


* 


When gain he meets his native ſhore. 
| a | 1n hopes, Se. 


The BACHANALIAN. 


INCE of life we hold a ſpan, 
What can nature give to man 
Better than a flowing bowl? 
Sparkling with the lucious ſpoil, 
Of the vintage ripen'd toil ; 
Sight reviving to the ſoul. 
Love's a light phantaftic God, 
Full of vain chimera's odd, | : 
Bacchus I thy ſhrihe, adore ! 
Golden riches let me ſcape, / 


For the ripen'd purple grape, 
Give me that I aſk no more. 


Fill my glaſs up to the brim, 


In it every pleaſure ſwim, 


Let me gulp it, gulp it down; * j 
Then I'll be a match for care, 
Take what ſhape he will or dare, 

Beauty, hono ur, or a crown. 


Betwixt me and the dreary grave, Pp... 
Not one fingle frown I'll have, 
Daddy Time as thou ſhalt fee ; 


But, 


Cs 


But, 


4 
- i 1 
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But when call d by gentle fate, 


myſelfy. 


find her, 


cradle. 


* Bind thy ſoft fill 


Be it ſoon or be it late 
Laughing I'll reel home with thee, 


9 


Lankee doodle, doodle doo, Yankee doodle dandy, 
High doodle, doodle doo, yankee doodle dandy. 


Our jemima's loſt her mare, and knows not where to 


e n 1 nun 


AMERICAN BALLAD. 
. Sung in the ExcuanTED CASTLE. 


OSTON., is a yankee town, ſo is Philadelphia, 
You ſhall have a ſugar dram, and I'll have one 


l — 


* nub doodle, c. 


1 Locket loſt her pocket, Sukey Sweetlips found it, ; 
Devil a thing was in the For but the border round it, - 


Yankee doodle, Sc. 


Yankee doodle, Se. ; 


| Oh do not fly, 
t i * eye, 


Firſt T bought a 3 and then I bought a ladle, 
Then my wife was b to bed, and now I rock the 


Seng by Mrs. Cxoven, in the GREY BEARDS. 
WEET roſy 3 


That 


4 


She'll ſoon come rotting by. r U ſwear, and bring her 
tail behind her. 


ET —u— — 2＋—2** „ — — —-— 5 —— — — 
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That o'er each grave my own may-rave,: 
And feaſt my hapleſs, joyleſs love 


For when he lifts theſe ſhading lids, 
His chilling flame ſuch bliſs forbids— 
Then roſy fleep, Oh, do not fly, 

But bind thy fillet. on his eye : 


TheFAITHEFUL TAK 


A irs new Ballad, Sung by Mr. Wr 1 
at the Pantheon. 


HE fails unfurt'd, the ſhip unmoor'd 
Her courle to fteer—all hands on: are 
Propitions every gale ; 
Fair Betſey on the beach deplores 
Her ſailor bound to diftant ſhores, + 
But nought her tears avail. 


% Oh cruel fate !—Ye-pow'rs above, 
« Why thus bereft of — I love 

* Who on the reſtleſs : 
© The boiſt'rous tide muſt ceaſeleſs brave, 
„ And meet, perchance, a wat'ry grave, 

«© Whilſt I but live to weep.” 


Twelve months elaps d, when he return'd, - 


Her conſtant heart with rapture burn'd, 
Twas freed from ev'ry care; 


For Henry's love, his heart, his ſoul 
Were true, as needle to the Pole, 


When abſent from his fair. 


| © 
In wedded'blifs, they taſte delight, » 0 
No winds diſturb, nor ſtorms afiright _ 
The lovely Betſey's breaſt. 
For now he makes a firm decree © ſ © 


No more to truſt the raging ſex, —— 
With her completely bleſt. 


. N 


4 MADRIGAL 5 Mr. Goodwin. 


$ £ 


. Tons, For » me my "Pats, Se. 


HEN Cupid firſt appears to view, 
He wears the form of Paphia's dove, 
His looks are meek and his words are true, 

And ev'ry thought protldim”s ** tis love, 


But ſoon the traytor aims to grow 
Familiar, by familiar wiles 

et ſtill the modeſt bluſh can 3 f 
And ev'n his frowns are gentle ſmiſes. 


But when the triumph's quite compleat, 
A different ſhape the tyrant wears, 

Great reaſon owns the conſcious cheat, 

And yulture like, the heart he tears. 


Then join ye pow rful fiſters three, 

And blot the name of love away, 
Let friendſhip be the deitj, 

For friendſhip never can betray. 


DANS 


1 


That o'er each grave my on may rave, . 
And feaſt my hapleſs, joyleſs love 


For when he lifts theſe ſhading lids, 
His chilling flame ſuch bliſs forbids— 
Then roſy ſleep, Oh, do not fly, 

But bind thy fillet on his eye 


The F AIT HF UL T A R. 


4 favourite new Ballad, Sung by Mr. . 
at the Pantheon. 


HE fails unfart'd, the ſhip unmoor'd 
Her courle to fteer—all hands on: rar 
Propitious every gale ; 
Fair Betſey on the beach deplores 
Her ſailor bound to diftant fhores, 
But nought her tears avail. 


% Oh cruel fate !—Ye-pow'rs above, 
« Why thus bereft of him I love 

«© Who on the reſtleſs deep— 
4 The boiſt'rous tide muſt ceaſeleſs brave, 
„ And meet, perchance, a wat'ry grave, 

« Whilſt I but live to weep.” 


Twelve months elaps d, when he return'd, 


Her conſtant heart with rapture burn'd, 
"Twas freed from ev'ry care; 


For Henry's love, his heart, his ſoul 
Were true, as needle to the Pole, 


When abſent from his fair. 


' 4 +5 


In welded bib, they taſte delight, a 4 
No winds diſturb, nor ſtorms affrighit | 
The lovely Betſey's breaſt, 2 
For now he makes a firm decree | RAIN BY 
No more to truſt the raging ſea 
With her completely! bleſt. 


4 MADRIGAL 15 Mr. — 


. Toxs, Soy a me e my Paw, Wa. 


HEN Cupid firſt appeats — 
He wears the form of Paphia's dove, 
His looks are meek and his words are true, 


And ev'ry thought protlaim's tis love, 


But ſoon the traytor aims to grow 
Familiar, by familiar wiles 

et ſtill the modeſt bluſh can Sigh | 
And ev'n his frowns are gentle fmiles. 


But when the triumph's quite compleat, e 
A different ſhape the tyrant wears, __ . -- 

Great reaſon owns the conſcious cheat, 

And yulture like, the heart he tears. 


Then join ye pow'rfal ſiſters three, 
And blot the name of love away, A 44hd*7 
Let friendſhip be the deity, | : 

For friendſhip never can betray, * _ 8 


DANS 


To blow ( ſweet flower) beſide of thee. 


Lou droop to hide the roſes bluſh ; | 
The leafy umbrage make of me, " b 


When every flower that pants the ground, [ 
"Throws ſmiles and odours all around; 


ES 1 


DANS VOTRE LIT. 
Sung by Mr, JOHNSTONE. 


ANS VOTRE LIT, that bright parterte; 
Should Flora bloom a lilly fair, 
A ſmiling jonquil 1 ſhould be 


| Dani votre Lit, Sc. 
Or nodding in the thorny buſh, | | 


And in this breaſt you'll hehered be. 
— Dans votre Lit, Ee. 


Sweet flower Þ'll- prove, thy faithful bee, 
And honey ſip from none but thee. 


Dan, votre Lit, & c. 


MAC HERE AMIE. 
Sung by Mr. IxcLEDOx. 


A CHERE AMIE, my charming fair, 
Whoſe ſmiles can baniſh every care, 


*In kind compaſſion ſmile en me, 
Whoſe only care is love of thee. 


Ma chere Amie, Ege 


Under ſweet friendſhips ſacred name, 

My boſom caught the tender flame; 

May friendſhip in thy boſom be, 
*Converted into love for me, 


Ma chere Amie, & * 
Together 


L 9 1 
Together rear d, together 8 
Oh ! let us now unite in one 
W Let pity ſoften thy decree, | 

I droop dear maid, I die for thee. 
Me chere WY Ss. 


F 


A Favourite MA SONIC SONG. 27 
TuxE, Rule, Britannia. 


HEN earth's foundation firſt was laid, 
By the almighty Artiſt's hand, 
Tas then our perfect, our perfect laws were made, 
Eſtabliſh'ꝰd by his. ſtrict command: 
n 
Hail, uyſterious; hail, glorious maſonry 7” 
That makes us ever great and free... 


In. vain, mankind for ſhelter ſought,. 
In vain, from place. to place did roam, 

Until from Heaven, from Heaven he was taught: 
Fo plan, to build, and fix his _ 


Illuſtrious hence, we date our e's | 
Our works in beauteous piles appear : 
Which ſhall to endleſs, to endleſs time impart, 
How worthy and how great we are : 
Hail, Ae Ge Co 


Nor we leſs fam'd for every. tie 

Buy which the human thought is bound; 

Love, truth, and friendſhip, and friendſhip ſocially, , 
| Join all — and hands around : 


Our 


myſterious, & a 


Hail, myſterious, &c.. 


* 
* 

_ 

_ 
— 
* 

- 


* 10 * 1* 
Our actions ſtill by virtue bleſt. 
And to our precepts ever true; 
The world admiring, admiring; ſhall requeſt 


To 1 and our bright paths purfſue: 
E Hail, myflerious, & 6. 
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ANTI - BOURBON. ODE, by Mr. Goobο²ỹẽ. J 


Slow Time-mavenent... 
EGIRT alike with rocks and toes 
Hritania's tow'ers now ſtand, 
Proud Bourbons. por her ſous oppoſe, . 

To fave their darling land: 
If Britain falls fair freedom dies, 


Hark / fancy tolls the knell, 
While mimic eccho's woefraught fighs, . 


Repeat the paſſing knell. 
Auel. dee. a 


Bnt while Fame.exgites. to glory, 
Daſtard fear ſhall ne er appall, 
Britain once renown'd in gry. - . 
Shall not from her Zenith fall 
Bonus genius ſhall direct ber, 
Commierce all her coffers fl, 
Anti-Bourbon, zeal protect her, 
Britain ſhall be Britain ſtill. . 


Fate muſt ſmile, and Wiſdom — 
When the flags unfurl 
While Britania s naval thunder, E 2 
Shake at- once the waring world: 
ae Tho 


Tho' | 


n 


Thoꝰ combining fots ſurround her, 


All her treaſured ſtores to ſpil, 


Vain their efforts to coagfound her, 


Britain ſhall be Britain ſtill. 


Whilſt the hero toil enduring, 
Fraught with noble victory, 


Still this fav'rite boon ſecuring, 


All his life is ligerty: 


But when (dove like) peace deſcending, 


With a laurel wreath in wore, 
War's dread devaſtation ending, 


Then the all of life is love. 


Favourite BALLAD of HAYDN, 
Seng by M/s Gzoz6e, at FREEMASONS HATL. 


OUNG HAH called ſoftly, . Riſe, my dear! ; 
'Tis I your true love can't you hear? 


Lie tappꝰd and tapp' d, impatient grown, 


Again he call'd and faid; 
Why Nancy love won't you come den? 
„No, no!“ repli'd the maid. 


„The wind is bleak, the night is _ . 

& Diſturbed the village watch dogs 

„Full five long miles for thee - cw — 
% O'er dreary moorlands ſtray d; 

*. Riſe from thy bed and make me room, 
No, no!“ * the niaid; 


... 


2 Then 


13 


Then doleful turn'd he from the door, 


And curs'd his tate and love forſwore ; 

But as he turn'd, he heard the key, 
As tho” to creak afraid; 

„ You'll not prove falſe,” ſure whiſper” d ſhe, —- 
„No, no, my charming maid. 


Thrice kiſs'd the lovers, thrice the clock 
Beat on the bell, thrice crow'd the cock. 
Yet ſtill right loath was Hal to go, 
Tho” Nancy beg'd and pray d; 
Till laughing, neighbours cried “ oh, ho! 
Ist ſo my pretty maid | 


UP? UP? UP) UP) UP AP UP? ο 1 1 > 1 1 1 1 


NEW, Fal de ral Tit, by My. GooBwWIN, 


Y father toil'd for many a year, 
To get ſome wealth for me his heir, 


And I took great and. Tpecial care, 


To ſpend it ev'ry hit. 
I loſt my friends when I grew poor, 
And as the world was half at war, 
I went to ſea to fight for more, 

And then ſung fal de ral tit. 


I told my charming Sue that I 


Was going on board my fate to try, 
At which (poor girl) ſhe heav'd a ſigh, 
As if her heart wou'd ein; ; 
It ſprung a leak in ſorrows bay, 
J took a kiſs and went away, | 
And both her eye-pumps fell to play, 
And then ſung fal de ral tit. 


: 


188 1 

On our firſt cruiſe the foe we ſpied, 
For gtory long ſhe bravely tried, 
But loſt her maſt at one broadſide, 

| I think I fee her yet; 
The red-hot balls did hiſſing fly, 
While ſmoke and bullets dim'd the ſky, 
I broke a leg and loſt an eye, 

And then ſung fal de ral tit. 


But now the rage of war is o'er, 
And I of gold have got good ſtore, 
It I e'er meet. my Suſan more, 

Her wake I'll never quit; 
And ſtill I ſay, as oft I've ſaid, 
At church we'll inſtantly. be wed, . 
My Sue and I will go to bed, 

And then ſing fal de ral tit. 


MON COEUR ADI E U. 

Sung in the GIRL in STILE, zy Mr. JO&NSTONE. 
Tux, Ma chere Amie. "IT 
ON COEUR, adieu, young Lubin cries, . 
And towards the diſtant camp he flies; 
Yet turns fair Annette's haun sto view, 
And fighs, yon favourite hills how blue. 
| 1 Mon Cour, adieu. 

The Beacon's brow fair Annete won | 7 
Her Lubin's arms reflects the fun ; | 
The ſun to ſoon his ray withdrew, 
She ſigh'd— nights ſteals my lover true. 


Mon Cœur, adieu. 


e 4 HUNT ING 


Cf] 8 
AUNTING s O N G. 
Sung By Mrs. Wald hrEx, at Vauxhall. 


ARK, hark! to the ſound of the ſweet winding horn 
It invites to the chace and awakens the morn ; 
H. 4 2 S Co. 


Diana leads forward o'er mountains and plains, 
While echo enraptur'd repeats the bleſt ſtrain. 
Diana, &c.- 


While Bacchus deprives us of reafon and wealth,” 

The ſports of the field give pleaſure and health ; 

Such innocent paſtimes enſure us all joys, 

Where no bufizeſs diſturbs, no malice diſtroy's. | 
Dana, See. 


Favotirite ATR, /zag by Miſs WILEKIN Sox, 
In the ENCHANTED CASTLE. 


RAREE ſhew!——A raree ſhew ! hete is to be ſeen, 
A girl who would a huſband have, altho* ſhe's but 
ſixteen, 
O, ſay, is that ſo rare a ſheiy ? 
I fay; No ! 


A miracle !-—A miracle! a lover in the lurch, 
Wha from a Miſs, wou'd force a kiſs, before they went 
to church. i 
8 that ſo much amiſs? 
I fay, Yes! | 


A 


A raree 


\ 


It 


CE oy Þ 2 
A raree ſhew !—A raree ſhew ! myſelf can beſt explaing- 
A female, who, once deceived, ſtill ventures once again. 


O, ay vis that fo rare a ſhew. ? 
I fay, No! 


445 0 —— 


By Mr. Brown, Mr. Wewitser, and Miſs WWilkinſon.. 


be three poor mariners, 
Juſt tumbled thro” the ſea, 
With little of the tar in us, 
We're quite ſea- ſick, all three; 
Our heads do now turn roundy, roundy, round, 
Our heads now turn round; | 
And you who are a bully-boy, pray ſave. us 
Otr this groundy, groundy, ground. 


DEAR MARY, by Mr. Incledon. 

AREWELL to old England, thy. white cliffs adieu, 
Can the gale he auſpicious that bears me from you; 

'Tho'oceans divide me as wide as the pole; 

No diſtance cam change the true love of my foul: 

As well might my meſſmate degermind to lale, 

Al: the water that fill up old Neptune's great pail ; 

As divert my firm mind from its fond thought of you 

Farewell to old England; dear Mary adieu. 8 


Dear Mary adieu; can that love go to wreck, 
Where ev'ry plank bears your ſweet name on the deck ? 


- Nay many love-knots on the top I have made, 
While guileleſs my ſhipmates at chequers have play'd : 


Their 
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Their ſports are no paſtime, but ſorrow to meʒ 
My mind is more happy in ſighing to thee. 
More happy by far when I am thinking of you; 
Fot the hope of return takes the ſting from adieu. 


Nes! the hope of return's all the joy of a tar, 
Dis his compaſs, his helm, his guide, and his ſtar, 
"Tis impreſt on his boſom the moment he ſails, 
It ſhortens long: nights, and quicken's light gales: 
The dull midnight watch it ſends limping away, 
Aud dawn a new hope on his mind with the day; 
With raptures it makes his affections to burn, 
And changes adieu ! into—welcome return. . 
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A Favourite MASON.I C SONG. 
Tux, Mullberry Tree. 


E ſons of fair Science, impatient to learn, 
What's meant by a Maſon you here may diſcern; 
He ſtrengthens the weak; he gives light to the blind, 
And the naked he cloaths—is a friend to mankind. . 


All ſhall yield to Maſonry, . 

Bend to thee, . 

Bleſs'd Maſonry ;. 
Matchleſs was he who founded. thee, . 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhall be. 


He walks on the level of henour and truth; 

And ſpurns the wild paſſions of folly and youth; 
Tae compaſs and ſquare all his his frailties reprove, . 
And his ultimate object is brotherly love. 


* : 


. The 
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The temple of Knowledge he nobly doth raiſe, 
Supported by Wiſdom, and Learning his bate ; 
When rear'd and adorn'd, ſtrength and beauty unite, 
And he views the fair ſtructure with conſcious delight. 


With Fortitude bleſs'd, he's a ſtranger to fears, ' _ 
And govern'd by Prudence, he ccurtiouſly fteers.; 
Till Temperance ſhews him the port of Content, 
And Juſtice unaſk'd, gives the fign of content. : 


| Inſpir'd by his feelings, he bounty | imparts, 
For Charity ranges at large in our hearts; 

And an indigent brother reliev'd from his woes, 
Feels a pleaſure ihterior to him who beſtows. 


Thus a Maſon I've-drawn, and expos'd to your view, 
And truth muſt acknowledge the figure is true; 
Then members become, let's. be brothers and friends, 
There's a Secret remaining, will make you amends. 
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Sung by Mrs. MARTYR. 


OW all the groves, in verdure gay, 
Are deck'd to hail the ſpring ; 

O'erfleecy care ſecurely play, 

The birds melodious ſing. 

Ye blooming nymphs and jocund ſwains, 
Aſſemble round this tree, · 

And join with me in ruſtic ſtrains, 
To praiſe, tbe laſs of Dee, 


To praiſe, Sec. 


White 


1 

"While fragrant odours fill the air, 

We haſte to yonder grove ; 
And there with rural-ſports prepare 

. To hail her queen of love; 

Then come ye nymphs, and jocund ſwaine, 
Aſſemble round this tree, 

And join with me ii ruſtic dance 
To praiſe the lais of Dee, 


To praiſe, So. 


The while you tune the merry reed, 
We'll lead the dance with glee ; 
Like graces on the queen of love, 
Our hearts from envy free ; 
I ruſtic, ſtrains we'll ever prove, 7 
Aſſemble round this tree, 
That nymphs with joy, and ſwains with lov 
All praiſe the laſs of Dee, 


To praiſe, Sc. 


A SONG, Mr. GoopmWix, 


JOCUND ſummers on the verge, 
New-born leaves adorn each ſpray, 
Boreas chaunts cold winter's dirge, 


While zephyr uſhers in the May: 


See profuſely Flora ſpreads, 
Sweeteſt low'rs of faireſt dic, 

As thoſe flow'ret beauty fades, 
And youth will like the ſeaſon fly. 


Sus 


Sc. 


ur oh 


TW. 
Sieg i Ws, Caovch, in the HETRESS., 
F* tenderneſs framed in life's earlieſt days 
A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led away; 


The leflon of pity was caught from her eye, 
And cer words were my on, I ſpoke in a ſigh. 


The nightingale plundered, the mate-widow'd dove, 
The irarble&con:plaint of the ſuſſering grove, 
T youth as it ripened gave ſentiment new, 

ne abjoc fill changing, the ſympathy true. 


dot embers of paſſion, yet reſt in the glow ! 
A whrinih of more pain may this breaſt never know! 
Or if too indulgent the blehng 1 claim, 

Let the I park drop from reaſon that wakens the flame. 
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MY DADDY O. %% by Uri. MANY. 
Y DADDY O was very good, 
To make me fne he ſpared no money, 
And (crap'd up filler all he cou'd, 
He'd ge it to make his ſane look * ; 
My cap i came from Aberdeen, 
In filken gown ! bra'ly flaunted, 
Fhu' all I ad was mine Ian, 
Let mv ha, heigh, heigh, ho! 
O! did plainly ſhew, : 
There was ſome thing elſe poor Jenny wanted. 
Blvth Jockey O, upon his mare, 


Adoon the dell his horn rang weetly, 
Preiented at my feet, the hare, 


That 0'ce the wild thymeran to featly ; 


D | James. 
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James brought a noGgey for wy breaſt, 
And myrtle ſlips himſelt had-ptanred ; 
Gay 9 too a lavrocks neſt, 
2 et, Sc. 
Noung Patie O, his dog ſo weel, 
Can dance, they ſay, he's worth a guinea, 
1 laughing prais'd his twa-legg'd reel, 
And Pate cri'd, he's thine tweet Jenny; 
And to our fare I gan'g awa, 
Gued troth I thought myſelf enchanted, 
But tho they'd gi me all 1 ſaw. . 
7 Yet, Se. 
dae ſaftly O, 1 yeſter night, 
The moon ſo kind awhile kept blinking, 
Stole out my ane true-love to meet, 
Yet on falſe love I fell to thinking, 
The ruſtling leaves encreafe my fears, 
A foot-ſtep falls, my boſom panted ; ' 
Oh, j joy! my Willy now appears. Yet, &c. a 
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LONG LIVE THE KING. 


Seng by Mr. INCLEDON. 
EJOICK, -Britannia's ſon's re joce 
R Sound the trumpet, ſtrike the lyre, 
To ſongs of triumph raiſe your voice, 


With heart and hand let all conſpire. 
Long live the king; 2 


Long live the king long live the king 
Long live the king, this iſle to bleſs, 
May every year new bleſſings bring, 
May every hour his joys encreaſe. 
l Ta 
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In vain aſſaſſins raiſe the hand, © _ 
-- Againſt the ſacred royal brett 7 
< The genius guardian of our land, . 
The pointed ſteel will ſtill arreſt. 


Britannia, hear a people's voice ! 

Protect great George, prolong his reign, 
So ſhall thy loyal ſon's rejoce, | 

And treaſon aim her thaft in vain. 


* 


e Y UP UN UP UP UT UA UN YH ⏑ᷓ. 


A BALL A D, 5 Mr. Goopwix. 
Tuxk, A Hunting «ve will go, c. | 
HEN Bacchus offers roſy wine, 
'Ere I refuſe the boon, 
Bright phœbus beam hall ceaſe to ſhine, | 
On fummers gaudy noon, 
Then puſh the goblet round. 
Then puſh the goblet round, 
For ſorrows rude, 
Will ne*er intrude, 
Where ſocial joys abound, - 


If Cypria's queen to crown my joy, 
Beſtows a nymph divine; 
I'll then renounce each idle joy, 
And mingle love with wine. 


So puſh the goblet round, Sc, 


While wine by day ſhall drown my cares 
In love the night I'll pals ; 
And when the rote at morn appears, 
Pl reatiume my glaſs, 
So puſh the * round, & Cs 


D 2 FANCY 
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FANCY, ANxw So 755 wird bþ M. C. 


O longer let Venus o'er beauty preſide, 
"T's Faney that reigns in her ſtead ; 
Ev'ry eye of its own can a beauty prov ide, 
'Tis by Fancy her vortry's are led. 


Shall the fair, on whom nature's beſtow'd all * pow er, 
Be alone the delight of mankind ? 

What avail all thoſe beauty's that fade as a flow er, 
To a lover, u ho always is blind? Tp 


Of what ever completion his miſtreſs may be— - 
Or tho' aukward and clumley her air, 

Not a-fingle defect can a lover e'er fee, 
For Fancy has figured her fair. 


Tho- her voice fhou'd reſemble a trumpet when erke, 
And for harmony diſcord produce, 

A lover may fancy it muſic in fact, 
When once he of Fancy make's uſe. 


Then let Venus no longer of beauty be queen, 
Nor call beauty a regular face— _ 
Nor to that add a delicate ſhape, air, or mien, 
Por Fancy will alter the caſe. 


Thus how happy the ſex, fince Fancy's their friend, 
And now wrinkles for dunples may pals ; 

The dominion of Venus is now at an end, 
Let Fancy provide you a laſs. 
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Iwill not have you, aNtw Sole words by M. C. 
VE been flattered and courted by twenty gay ſwains, 

I And with caution avoided their art; 
To 


Er * ]) 
To win me cach ſtrives to outvie with g g 
And to find out the way to my heart, 
The ſerious, the pert, and libertine take, 
Each has ſome new, maxim in view; "I-98 
But when once it is aſked, if a huſband 1 take, 
Then I anſwer, I will not haye vou. uit 


The captain may huff and look big at a peace, 
When ſecure may the patriot fleep ; 

The clergy think miracles never will ceaſe, 
And old maids for an offer may weep. | 

But the girl who beſtows both her hand and her heart, 
And whoſe virtue and honour is true; | 


Till ſhe lees him ſheloves, ſhou'd declare n 
Believe me J will not have you. 


The coxcomb, the cit, or the amorous ſpark, 
Each a partner to ſuit them may find; 

And believe me good Sir, I'll not live in the dark, 

But will wed with the man to my mind: 

His fortune my fancy can happily trace, 
which, when realized once I can view, ' 

If he aſks me the que ſtion but with a good grace, 
My anſwer ſhall be, I'Il have you. 


A Favourite A IR, by Mr. DizpeN. 
HIS, this, my lad, is a ſoldier's life— 
He marches to the ſprightly fiſe, 
And in each town to ſome new wife 
Swears he'll be ever true * 
He's here, he's there, where is he not ? 
Variety's his envied let, 


He eats, drinks, ſleepe, and pays no ſhot, 
And follows the loud tatteo. 


Call'g 
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Call'd out to face his country's foes, 
The tears of fond domeſtic woes 
He kiſſes off, and boldly goes 

| To earn of fame his due, 
Religion, liberty, and laws, 
Both his are and his country's cauſe 
For theſe thro' dangers, without pauſe, 

He follows the loud tattoo. 


And if at laſt in honour's wars 
He earns his ſhare of danger's ſcars, | 
Still he feels bold, and thanks his ſtars ' 
He's no worſe fate to rue, 
At Chelſea, free from toil and pain, * * 
- He weilds his crutch — points out the flain— 
And in fond fancy once again | 
Follows the loud tattoo. 


a 


A NEW FAVOURITE SONG. 
Sung by Miss RoMANZ INI, in Richard Cæur de Lion. 


HE merry dance I dearly love, 
For then Collette thy hand I ſeize, 
And preſs it too whene'er I pleaſe, 
And none can ſee, and none reprove : 
Then on thy cheek quick bluſhes glow, 
* And then we w hiſper ſoft and low, 
Oh! how I grieve! you ne'er her charms can know. 


She's ſweet fifteen, I'm one year more, 
Yet ſtill we are too young, they way, 
But we know better, ſure, than they, 
TP ſhould not liſten to threeſcore ; 
And 
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And I'm reſolv'd Pl tell her fog 
When next we whiſper foft and low, 
Oh! how-I grieve ! you ne'er-her charms can know. 


FIELD ER 


A N E W s ON G. 


2 * 
Tuxx, A Cobbler there was. 


OU know Jack I was always fond of a nght, 

So to London ſet off by the coach aver niglit 
| 1 pack'd up my cloaths and determined to go, 

For I ne'er in my days yet had jecn Lord Mayor” s ſhew. 
Derry. down, Sec. 


All the night as we rattled along in the mail, 
My noddle being prim'd with good Notingham ale: 
I dreamt of the fight, crying, Bravo, my lad!“ 
Till the paſſengers thought I was certainly mad. 
Derry, down, &c, 
To London fine town I was brought in a crack, 
And in leſs than an hour I wiſh'd myſelf back; 
For would you but believe it, as I am a inner, 
The king had ſent orders to o top my Lord's dinner, 
Derry, down, Sc. 
To ſtop all their marching to Weſtminſter Hall, 
And inviting the lawyers to come to the ball; 
But in truth *twas no harm for ſhaking their feet, 
Could do little good if they'd nothing to eat. 
Derry, down, Sc. 
Amelia they told me, had taken her leave, 
And the people for form ſake were ordered to grieve; 
To ſhut up Guildhall, not a morſel to eat, 
So I loſt a fine ſight, and che city a treat. 
Derry, down, Sc. 
nd 2 | es 
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But to town as Ieame with a view to be merry, 
1 determin'd to ſtay till her Highneſs they d bury ; 
Don't you think it was wiſe ſuch a journey to ſtrole, 


To ſee an old woman put in a dark hole. 
Derry, down, &c, 
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SPRING @ favourite Ballad, by Mr. Gopunms- 


ASTE, Oh hafte ! fiveet ſummers co:ning, 
Budding trees will ſocn be blooming, 
On each bloſſom birds will fing, 
To uſher in approaching ſpring ; 
While each warbler ſings elate, 
* Pery one has got his mate; 
Pleaſure crowns the fleeting day, 


Valentine has paſt his ſeaſon, 
Nature ſmiles inſpir'd by reaſon, 
Joy unfurls her glaring zone, 
And love reſumes his egal throne ; 
boreas-now ſubſides, 
4. app in his ſtead preſide, 
aney laughs, and Hope looks gay, 
Gard Oh haſte! be bieft us they. 


Flora decks the lofty mountain, 
And the margin of each fountain 
Whilſt the ſtream in amorous play, 
Purloins a kiſs and fteals away: 
Bees in queſt of honey rove, 
Ev'ry flow'r they greet with love, 
And thro? gariſl ſcenes they ſtray, 
Haſte, Oh haſte ! be bleſt as they. 


Stranger 
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Strangers to the dawn of ſorrows; 
Ev'ry ruſtic hails. the morrow, 

And o'er hillocks wet with dews, 
Drives ſportive lambs and bleating ewes, 
Whilit the milk-maid's o'er the plain, 
Sweetly chaunt fome paſt*ral ſtrain, 
Liſtening eccho mocks the lay. 

Haſte, Oh haſte ! be bleſt as they. 


Am'rous ſwains are fondly preffing, 
Blufhing nymphs by ſighs confeſſing, 
*Till each youth with ſweet ſurprize, 
Can read his anſwer in her eyes: 
Each exchange a mutual kiſs, 

Cupid points the path to bliſs, 
Hymen's taper lights the way, 
Haſte, Oh hafte ! be bleſt as they. 
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A New BACHANALIAN SONG. 
Tux, Pm a hearty good Fellow. 


AY ye gods what can equal a full flowing bowl 
That refreſhes the heart and enlivens the ſoul, 

From a bumper that ſparkles, and a foe to all ftrite, 

Contented J taſte the enjoyments of life. 


Let the learned of whom the hiſtorians ſpeak, 


 Implicitly conſtrue, their latin and greek, 


With their Homers and Virgils, ſuch ſallies of wit, 
Tor a friend and a bottle I willingly quit. 


Old orthodox tells us that life's but a ſpan, 
Then where is the mortat that cenfures my plan; 


E Neither 
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"But to town as Leamne with a view to be merry, 
1 determin'd to ſtay till her Highneſs they d bury ; 
Don't you think it was wiſe ſuch a journey to ſtrole, 


To R a dark hole. 


fe down, Sec. 


ff. 


SPRING à favourite Ballad, by Mr. Goopwix. 


ASTE, Oh hafte ! ſweet ſummers 


coming, 


Budding trees will ſoon be blooming, 


On each bloſſom birds will fing, 
To uſher in approaching us! ; 
While each watbler fings elate, 
: Very one has got his mate; 
Pleaſure crowns the fleeting day, 


Valentine has paſt his ſeaſon, 
Nature ſmiles inſpir d by reaſon, 
. Joy unfurls her glaring zone, 
And love reſumes his egal throne ; 
Angry boreas-now fubſides, l 
in his ſtead preſide, 
Faney laughs, and Hope looks gay, 
Haſte, Oh haſte! be bleſt us they 


Flora decks the lofty mountain, 
And the margin of each fountain 
Whilſt the ſtream in amorous play, 
Purloins a kiſs and fteals away: 
Bees in queſt of honey rove, 

Ev'ry flow'r they greet with love, 
And t thro* gariſh ſcenes they ſtray, 
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Strangers to the dawn of ſorrows, 
Ev'ry ruſtic hails. the morrow, 

And o'er hillocks wet with dews, 
Drives ſportive lambs and bleating ewes, 
Whilſt the milk-maid's o'er the plain, 
Sweetly chaunt fome paſt*ral ſtrain, 
Liſtening eccho mocks the lay, 
Haſte, Oh haſte ! be bleſt as they. 


Am'rous ſwains are fondly preffing, 
Bluſhing nymphs by ſighs confefling, 
Till each youth with ſweet ſurprize, 
Can read his anſwer in her eyes: 
Each exchange a mutual kiis, 

Cupid points the path to bliſs, 
Hymen's taper lights the way, 
Haſte, Oh haſte * be bleſt as they. 


A New BACHANALIAN SONG. 
Tuxx, Pm a hearty good Fellow. 


AY ye gods what can equal a full flowing bowl 
That refreſhes the heart and enlivens the foul, 

From a bumper that ſparkles, and a foe to all trite, 

Contented I tafte the enjoyments of life. 


Let the learned of whom the hiſtorians ſpeak, © 
 Impliatly conſtrue, their latin and greek, 5 
With their Homers and Virgils, ſuch ſallies of wit, 

Tor a friend and a bottle I willingly quit. 


Old orthodox tells us that life's but a ſpan, 
Tuen where is the mortat that cenfures my plan; 
. E Neither 
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Neither Neptune, or Union, or Son of the Sun, 
But praiſes my conduct at Bacchus's tun. 


I care not for all the dull miſcreants of ſtate, 
Here's a bumper to Sal, and another to Kate ; 
With women, dear women, ſuch moments I paſs, 


Recruited, reliev'd, by a full ſparkling glaſs. 
To friendſhip and mirth I my time conſecrate, 
Can a ſtoic do more, that the knee bows to fate; 


Not the friend of dull care can my maxims controul, 
Surrounded by friends, and a full flowing bowl. 


To figh, pine, and languiſh, is want of gdod fence, 
T*will be the fame thing boys, an hundred years hence 
Here's a toaſt to old England, to cloſe my 2 
Here's another to Bacchus the great God of wine. 
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Sung by Mr. IxcLEDox. 
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hearts ſoft emotions admit no diſguiſe, 
To cheat the poor nymphs of the plain, 
For the paſſions I feel is confeſs'd by my eyes, 
And love ſhews the wound of the ſwain. 
| And love, &c - 


Would you know all he magic that lives in her mein, 
By which my fond heart ſhe has won ; 

Go take (like the grecians) each beauty that's ſeen, 
And comprize all their graces in one; 

Then wonder like me at the pleaſure fraught Bet, 

And wear the ſoft chains cf the lovely Brunette. 


The 


! 

The wandering kidlings that ſport on the hills, 
Leave their browſing to liſt to her lay, 

She charms the ſwift courſe of the murmuring rills, 
And arrefts the bright chariot of day ; 

The winds ſtop enraptur'd to liſt to my Bet, 


And gratefully fan the accompliſh'd Brunette. 


Had I all the wealth ſtern avarice ſought, 
When he ravaged the glittering mine; 
Had I all the treaſures that craeſus had bought, 
The gems, my ſweet girl, ſhould be thine ; 
But trifles like theſe are diſpiſed by my Bet, 
For merit alone wins the lovely Brunette. 


CONTRADICTION, A New Sox. 
HILLIS was tender, young and fair; 
Poſſeſſing many virtues rare: 
One gift ſhe had which crown'd the reſt, 
With contradit#tion ſhe was bleſt. 
J have heard ſay that in a woman 
This gift is not at all uncommon 3 
And thus they tarniſh ladies glories. 
Fie upon men to tell ſuch ſtories ! 
So if my ſong 
Should lead me wrong, 
I'm open to conviction : 
But nothing in life 
| Is fo tweet to a wife, 
As a little contradidion. 


Many a female I have known, 

Both old and young, and fair, and brown 4 
When to the brown I fay they're fair, 
They entre not, I declare: 


— 2 | | When 
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When to old 1 fay they re young, 
They ſtill are mute, and hold their tongue. 
Then ceaſe henceforth I pray to blame 
The lovely creature Tis a ſhame ! 
I think my ſong 
May lead me wrong, 
But I'm open conviction : 
Pd grant a wife 
To ſweeten live, 
A little centradiction. 
Again to Phillis turns my tory, 
Who was her ſpouſes pride and glory; 
As they at table fat one day, 
My little angel, he did fay, 
This fiſh is hardly done enough; 
Not done, cried Phillis, in a huft ! 
There's no ſuch thing as pleaſing you, | 
I fay tis done quite through and through. 1 
Perhaps my ſong | 
Has led me wrong, 
But I'm open to conviction : 
No man in life 
Should debar a wife, 
From a little contradifion, 


He coax'd his Phillis to be quiet, 
But ſhe was bent upon a riot : | 
I give it up my dear, faid he, 
And 1 maintain *tis done, cried ſlie: 
: Away, for fear of further ſtrife 
Sneak'd he, and left alone his wife, 
But the good man was hardly gone, 
Wen Phillis fell into a ſwoon. 
Nou if my ſong 
Las Jed me wrong, I'm 
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I'm open to conviction: 
But nothing in life, 


Is ſo dear to a wife, 
As a little contradiction. 


A ſudden ſhriek ! The neighbours fly! 
And to reſtore her now they try. 
The huſband's call'd That's no relief. 
What can be done? He's all in grief! 
Oh! the damn'd half- done fiſh, he cries ! 
At this his Phillis op'd her eyes. 
The fiſh was guite done — out ſhe roar d: 
And thus poor Phillis was reſtor'd. 

You find my ſong 

Not very wrong, 15 
No longer *tis a fiction; 

For here a wife 
Is brought to life 

By a little contradiction. 


— 


DD ͤ ͤ OSLO UE 


A Favourite MASONIC 2 5 
Tuxz, Attic Fire. 


RISE, and blow thy trumpet, Fame! 
Free Maſonry aloud proclaim, 

To realms and worlds unknown : 
Tell them of mighty David's ſon, 
The wiſe, the matchleis Solomon, 
Priz'd far above his throne. 


The ſolemn templeꝰs cloud-capt towers, 
Th' aſpiring domes are works of ours, 
By us thoſe piles were rais' d: 


| 1 
Then bid mankind with ſongs advance, 
And through th* ethereal vaſt expanſe, 
| Let Maſonry be prais'd. 
We help the poor in time of need, 
The naked cloath, the hungry feed, 
Tis our foundation ſtone ; 


We build upon the nobleſt plan, 
For friendſhip rivets man to man, dere three times. 
And makes us all as one. | 
Still louder, Fame ! thy 'trumpet blow ; 
Let all the diſtant regions know 
Free Maſonry is this : 
Almighty Wiſdom gave it · birth, 
And Heaven has fix d it here on earth, 
| A type of future blils ! 
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BARTHOLOMEW FAIR. 
Surg by Brother DeLanov, at the Anti-Bourbon Lodge 


NOME lovers of frolic ſo. gay, 
Come haſte to Bartholomew Fair; 
We wiſh ev'ry moon brought the day, 

That affords us ſuch mirth and good cheer : 
There's black-puddings that ſweeten the air, 

With ſauſages already done; « 
And pancakes—come eat if you dare, 
With pigs ready fry'd by the ſun. 


Befides innumerable other objects, ſuch as heroes, kings, 
jack-puddings and rope-dancers ; here's punch with 
his venerable company of comedians, juſt arrived from 
the theatre in the Haymarket ſhow em in there. 

a) | | | Fam' d 


1 

Fam'd Dunſtall and Vaughan are here, 

Walk in if you'd laugh and grow fat, 
Shuter beats e' ery booth in the fair, 

Here's Punch with his Whittington's eat: ; 
With ſalt-box and fiddles fo ſweet, _ 

And trumpetters trumping 1o loud ; 
And drummers with vehement beat, 
| To deafen the loitering croud. 


Haha! Haha! Haha! Haha! — Step forward, ſtep 
forward—the whole bill of the play—Vaughan and 
Warner, Yates and Shuter—Haha ! Haha !—Haha ! 4 
Juſt agoing to ſhow away, without loſs of time or | 
hindrance of bufineſs, the famous panther mare, E 
gentlemen, the lion, the jackall, the lion's FRA 
 —Haha ! Haha! Haha! 


Here he comes, by your en have a care, 
| Behold Mr. Fribble compleat ; 
How gently he ſteps from his chair, 
No doll from a band-box ſo neat : 
In papers his locks are confin'd, | 
He excels a' preciſe City beau ; | 
He's tinſel'd before and behind, ; 


Like wax-work deſign'd for a ſhow. ©, 
Lard a mercy, what an intolerable croud is here; what 
« Shuter's booth the other fide of the fair ; though 1 


muſt confeſs I am paſſionatly fond of his performance, 
yet the fatigue of getting a-croſs will certainly over- 
come me—O la! don't puſh ſo—I with ſome great 
| ſturdy fellow would take me up in his arms, and carry 
me a-croſs that extravagant wide kennel ; I'm afraid 1 
ſhall ſtep ſhort, and dirt my white filk fiockings—O la! 
don't puſh fo. 
A foreigner. 
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A foreigner's next on the liſt, 

With a pigtail the length of this back; 
He has cambrick to cover his fiſt, © 
- But for ſhirt muſt have crib*dan old fack : 
With his rollops and rags meganzeel 

And his waiſtcoat's all cover'd with es; 
He's dance from his calf to his heels, 

But marquis you read in his face, 


O be gar, vat is me ſee yondare: O dere be de black on 
vire, and de Jack vid the ſalt box—O vere is my 
countrymans dat danced the gentlemans out of fo 
much monies ; me ſhou'd be very glad to ſee him dance 
upon the rope, you much glader to ſee him hang by it 
O Diable! dere be grand man vid de feather in 
” 8 Mary, Mary, where are you now: Come 
ho's for hedge ſtake, chiſcake, or biſcuit; melt in 
* mouth like a brik bat, run doun your throat like 
a wheel-barrow, and wind round a pretty maid's waiſt 
like a laſh of whip cord; Mary, Mary, where are you 

now.—Tiddy dol. tiddy dol, li, tol, li,.tol, &c. 


A milliner's prentice appears, 
Attack't by an old city beau; 
No danger from him Snkey fears, a 
le that weds her will find cuckold's row: 
Lord, Sir, *tis fatigueing to ſtay, | 
I hate fo much crouding and ſhoving ; 
The people—Lord what will they ſay, 
To lee us together ſo loving. 


Her s a clean cap and handkerchief put on to- day; lord, 
- Sir, they're fo monſtroufly rumpled and tumbled, I 
dare never go home agamn—Plhawy, .w much in 

public; 


— 


— 
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public; if you chuſe to drink a glaſs of wine in private 
Sir, I'm your humble ſervant. 
Old jealouſy brings up the rear, 
With a ſparkling young wife by his fide ; 
The gallantiſt youth in the fair, 
Might be proud of ſo lovely a bride : 
Such ſemitry, ſweetneſs, and grace, 
Give thouſands delight and ſurprize ; | 
But Oh! how their joy muſt increaſe, 
When her wiſhes they read in her eyes: 


What the devil did I come here for Make haſte, 


Miſtreſs, cut off thoſe fix yards of ribbon I could have 
fold a whole piece in the time—See, huſley, there's a 
young fellow ſtares at you Make haſte, I ſay— Well 
thank god, I have got to the hoſpital gate ; and if ever 
I come here again, may I be made a Bartlemy Cuckhold, 
for all the fools in the fair to laugh at me. 


22294 


ANE W FRIARS ON, by R. P. 
Toxz, Derry down, Wc. 


HE Friars of old, either black, white, or grey, 
To drinking were much more inclin'd than to pray 
They laugh'd when the bottle 01 oowl was before em, 


But ſeem 0 pious abroad by the way of decorum. 
Dierry down, &c. 


The ſweet pretty Nuns with their red roſy gills, 
They ſmack'd as they took off their afternoon jills ; 
Their bellies were round of thoſe ſanctified ſinners, 


To prove they loy'd faſting much leſs than good dinners. 
Derry down, Sc. 


F Ws Our 
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Our Order of Friars like them may appear, 
In regard to kind beauty, and joy- giving cheek ;- - 
Let without their bypocrify, tet us be found, 
P 
Derry dot, Sc 


Saint Bacchus our patron, our banquet ſupplies, 
And Momus, he Mill makes good humour ariſe; 
Then the toaſt it goes round with beauty and "ol 
And ev'ry dillinZHioe of pleaſure we prove. 
Derry down, Cc. 


No bare · footed bretheren here you will find, 
The Friars who do fo but hum bug the mind; 
All ſuch irapofitions we chuſe to decline, 
To * is all our deſign. 
Derry 4 Se. 


Our hearts are ne'er troubled with conciences qualitis, 
A heart that is honeſt defies ſuch alarms ; 
But each jolly Friar the time to prolong, 
Will tell a good tale, or will fing you a ſong. 
Derry down, &c 


a ro te 


eee 
A NEW HUNTING SONG, ) . q. &; . 


Tux, B rigbt Phebus, Se. 


HE found of the horn has been heard from afar, 
And the ſportſmen for mirth, and for health now. 
prepare ; | 
With ſhouting around how the welkin reſounds, 
'Tis the hunters delight, tis the muſical hounds ;* 


CHOR US- 


9e 
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Each fluggard”s awakgned ſuch Joys 20 perſue, | 
Hark / Hark / is the chorus, the game 25 12 VIEW» 


O'er meadows and fields, o'er mountains and rocks, 
How eager they fly after ſtant, haze, or fox; E 
No danger they think of, tis joy and delight, 
And the joys of the day give @ Zzeſt to the night. 

Rach Aagard, c. 
The chace being o'er, each free hearty ſoul, 
The ſports of the day now repeat o'er the bowl; 
Then jowler and bowler, are call'd forth again, 
Their praiſes exalted in no litile ſtrain. 


The chorus at ni 'ght is the bottles ig view, 
Then let us proceed, and the bumper perſue. 


een ep D000 MES 
JENNY, A New Pasror al BALLAD. 
By Miſs E. SMITH, of NORWICH. 


Tvvt, How foucct's the Love that meets returg. 


\ X 7H EN firſt young Jenny eaught my fight, 
| My boſom beat with new delight, 
And every wagd and every groe, 

Re-ecchoed with the voice of laxe; 

No benny laſs that I can lee, 
So dear as Jenn is to me. 


When ober the lavreck 's an the wing, 
And in the n to fing, 
2 4 
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I think her voice ſalutes my ear, 
So ſweet, ſonorious, and clear; 
No bonny laſs that I can ſee, 
So dear as Jenny is to me, 


For flow'rs oft I have trac'd the vale, 
And twine the roſe with lilies pale, 
The ſcented pink or vi'let blue, 

With others of each varied hue ; 

Yet none ſo beautiful I fee, 

Or ſweet as Jenny is to me, 


To me ſhe's kindly gave her hand, 
My fears are gone, my joys expand ; 
At hymen's fane ſhe now is mine, 
My raptures ſurely are divine; 

On earth there's nothing I can ſee, 
So dear as Jenny is to me. 


A NEW BACHANALIAN SONG. 


The Words by R. Rus rEp. 
Tuxk, Commodore Gale. 
HAT 's life but a journey, a journey on earth? 
Well atteſted by authors, converſant with mirth; 


The Wien road to pleaſures, a bottle and bowl, 
If you taſte of em ſoundly you'll meet no controul. 


en o 2 u. 


Sing taſte em and try em you ll meet no controul. 


taſte em and try em you It meet no controul, 


The hi gh road to pleaſure*s a bottle and bowl, 


I laugh at thoſe cynics that wretchedly pine, 


And adviſe em to taſte the effects of good wine; 


Their 
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Their notion ſo ſordid wou'd vaniſh away, TY f 
And reaſon triumphant their efforts repay. 
Sing tafte * em. Sc. 


There's the lawyer who* s wiſdom confiſts in his fee, 
In his brief wou'd ye think it, talks boldly of me ; 
When pleading a cauſe I'can fee him repine, 
For want of a taſte of the juice of the vine. 
Sing taſte em, S. c 
There's the preſt in the pulpit is horridly vext, 
Becauſe he can't utter good punch for his text ; 
Tho? before he begins to enliven his mind, 
A bumper he drinks for the good of mankind. 

Sing tafle it and try it, &c. 

The high road to pleaſure's a full flowing bout. 
There's the grave looking man, a phyſician I mean, 
Tis I can excel him in curing the ſpleen ; 
With port and good claret Il only prevail, 

A preſcription from Bacchus I'm ſure cannot fail 
Sing taſte it, Sc. 

Ye ſage looking wits, who can follies diſcern, 

„Borough Unions” attend, from a moraliſt learn; 

With friends and good liquor I always am free, 

Even Solomon 88 then why ſhou'd not we? 

Sing tafte it, &c 


{ANT SETS TC RD LO e 


' A PARODY or te BRUNETTE. 


O hide the warm wiſh of my heart I diſpiſe, 
For a bumper I love it is plain, 

By the jolly God! Bacchus, I ne'er will diſguiſe, 
My ſentiments due to champaigne: 


When 
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When a few honeſt fellows together are met, 
| Til toſs a half fit 40. wy dne Brunette. 
- What magie there is in a bottle to know, 
You muſt come and partake of a flaſk ; 
It ariſes the ſpirits, and makes the face glow, 
Le gods let me have a full caſk : 
When armꝰ' d from the tavern I'm ne er known to fret, 
For boldly I ſteer to my charming Brunette. 


As I wander from tavern, to tavern, along, 
The ladies I meet in my way ; 
Can never detain, tho? kind in their ſang, 
From my battle a moment to ſtay : 
I haſte to my friends, and I take a good wet, 
Then trip away prim d to my charming Brunette, 
The miſer may boaſt of his hoarded up ſtore, 
The principal ting th: I wid in 
princ with in my pow”r, 
Is my love, and my friend, and good wine: 
I'd kiſs and rs hands, and I'd drink and not fret, 
While bleſs*d with my bumper, my friend, and Brunette. 


The DELICATE FAIR, by Miſs Wilson. 
Tuns, Aud did you not hear. of a jolly young waterman, 


Own in the meadows, when lankins are playing all, 

Sweet is each proſpect and charming each ſgene ; 
Celia was finging with a voice like a nightingale, 
Of all rural beauties ſhe only was queen: 

Her blooming face it look d fo prettily, 

And when ſhe alk d, the talk d ſo wittily; 

So happy each motion, ſo graceful each air, 

Sure there never was ſeen — a delicate fair. _ 

I to 
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found in my boſom my heart was a dancing too, 
Cupid had ſhot me as ſure as a gun; | 
In every reſpect ſhe was ſo enchanting too, 
Her countenance it was as bright as the fun : 
Then ſhe approach'd ſo kind and readily, 
She ſtagger d me nk that I could nor ſtand Headlly ; * 


So happy each motion, ſo graceful each air, 
Sure there never was ſeen fach à delicare fair. 


I tried to ſpeak to her, but O! how I Hulter d hen, 

I dar*d not look up to her black Piercing eye; 

But Cupid afſiſted, and ſoon I was alter d then, 

I Nes d and I kiſs d, till I made her comply: 
Then tow Thetalk'd of love fo pratily, 
Each was ſo witty ; 

So charming her motion, ſograceful her ar, - 
Sure there never was ſeen fuch a delicate fair. . 


. b 
$STREPHON and SYLVIA. - 
A Ntw Doxrr. 
Toxe, Contented all Day. 


9 STREFHON. 
OME Sylvia let's haſte to the ſweet ſenilitig grove, - 
And liſt to the linnets of fond coomg dove 5 
The ſeaſon invites us, all nature is gay, 
The flowers are Homing, and cheerful the day. 
| SYLVIA. 


My lambs will be loſt ſnould their ſhepherdels ſtray, 
Beſide the fond wanton I love to ſee play; 

They ſport on the green with ſo ſprightly a grace, 
It a folly would be other proſpects to trace. 


You 


1 1 


STREPHON. 4 
You Joubt of my love, if you think I mean harm, 
My honour ſhall never thy boſom alarm; 
The ſwain who could beauty, and virtue betray, 
Deſerves not to breath, or enjoy the bright day. 


SILVIA. 
Such ſentiments ſurely each maid muſt approve, 
And in kind return grant the ſhepherd her love ; i 
Reclind on yon bank, the day we may pads, c 
And view how the daifies enamel the graſs. 9 


_ BOTH. 
When honpur and love thus together unite, 
How ſweet is each tranſport, how ſweet the delight; 
Each tender impreſſion the joy does improve, 
And youth is the ſeaſon for rapture and love. 


The SORROWS of WERTER, by & very young Lade. 
Tux, Gaurdian Angels. 


NATE my ſorrows, now increaſing, 
What alas! ſhall Werter do? 
Nothing cheerful, nothing pleafing, 
: Gloomy fantoms I perſue:: 6 5 
O! my Charlotte, ever reigning . 
In this boſom ſo fincere, 
Tis you alone, can eaſe my moan, 
Baniſh all my grief and care. 


Thou, from virtue never ſwerveing, 
Can alas! give no relief! | 
Stricteſt honour ſill preſerving, 

Ci.ureleſs muſt be my all grief: 


Sul 
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Still complaining ſhall I wander, 
Fear and ſorrow, muſt be min 
Baneful care, and fad diſpair, | 
HFapleſs Werter muſt be thine. 


- 


1 
2 « As bringing home the other Day.” by R. P. 


8 ſteering home the other night, 
Two watchmen on the beat; 
Came up and wanted me to fright, 
For ſtagg' ring in the ſtreet: 
But I ne'er heeded what they ſaid, 
So roll'd it ſtill along; 
5 One jaw'd away, I broke his head, 
' And boldly ſung my ſong. 
As paſſing by a tavern door, 
A blooming laſs I ſpied; 
I kiſs*d her lips you may be ſure 
The favour wan't denied: 
I aſk'd her in, and call'd for wine, 
She ſmack'd the ſparkling glaſs; 
, There is no pleaſure ſo divine, 
As bumpers, and a laſs. 


I little thought ſhe would betray, 
So took a gentle nap; 

She pick'd my fob, and ſtole away, 
O! what a fad miſhap; 

Ye bucks, and bloods, who thoughtleſs roam, - 
Take warning now by me; 

True pleaſure you will find at home, | 
When ſipping of bohea. 

G 
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A New 


14 1 


A New PHATON SONG, 5 a | Brother, 
TuNE, Anacreon in Heaven, Sr. 5 þ 


v muſes aſſiſt me to raiſe up my ſong, 
Solicit the aid of your patron Apollo ; 
That we with, good humour the eve. may prolong, 
* mirth, laugh, and frolic, all cheerfully follow ; 
That Phætons may Join, = 
In the noble. defi gn. 
| As fancy inſtructs o'er the j juice < of the vine, 
Each friendly intention may happily riſe, 
And our ſongs, and our mirth may aſcend to the ſkies. 


Tho' Phætons was. raſh, and unfortunate fell, 
When the'charriot of day all too young he was guiding, 
Tho" like him we'd be great, yet the truth let me tell, 
Tis prudence each night we ſtill mean to confide in; 
That when we are gay, * 
And laugh time away, 
The critics and ſnarlers alike ſhall all ſay, 
Each friendly intention does nobly-ariſe, . . 
And our ſongs, and our mirth both aſcend to the ſkies, 


Thro' the zodiack of pleafure we mean to perſue, 

Of bottles and glafſes make each conſtellation; 4 
Our bunipers bright ſtars which we ſtill keep. in view, 

* the ſcienòe with ſtrict obſervation; 

=. As the plannets appear 
In our good humour'd ſphere, 
With the beſt that we can we?ll incircle the year; 

That each freindly intention ſhall nobly ariſe, 
And our Ps and our mur may aſcend to the ſkies. 


Thus 


That each friendly i intention may nobly ariſe, 


( 6 ). 


Thus we Phætons each night paſs the moments away, 
A round of good fellowſhip ever diſplaying : 
After cheerfully ending the bufineſs of day, . 
The buſineſs of pleaſure we're never eng * 
With bottle or bowl, | 
Dull care we controul, cs. 4,628 
And keep up our ſpirits, ae wp e 


And our ſongs, and good humour aſcend to the ſkies, 
UP UP) UP) UP) A) — 01990919 nary 
ON SEVERNS BANKS, by 5 Wrison 
Touxe, Shannons flowry Banks. 


| "WAS near where Upton tiſes high vit varied pro: 
ſpects crown'd,, 


Where flow'ry meads delight the eye, and-lanbins ar 


and bound; 


| As with my flock I took my way, whilelarks with frees 


eſt ſong * 23 9 
Made vocal all the hill around, and did the time — Bb. : 
I met a maid as blyth as they, with cheeks of roſey hue, 
Her hair was flowing to her waiſt, her eyes a gloffy blue; 
She aſk'd the way, I told her true, ſhe gave me many 
thanks, 
Yet Oh! She ſtole my heart * on nm verdant 
WG * * 


1 gaz'd, and ſight! rant fightd and wh = and vg not 
* «< --what to do, ; 
'Till Cupid whiſper d. in any ear, the · damſel ſoon perſue; 
O'er Morven hills and far away ſhe. goes. with all her 
_ Ipeeg,... 
If you would win ber, 5 -muſt W 
luce 5 2 
8 ö e — wt trip 'd 


a will n not 


0 
ww 
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I Sip'd along, the fair o'er took, and beg'd to be het 


gui ; 
She ſmil'd, conſent, and walled along, yet with a mode 
; pride; 


we trip'd with ſpeed befide the ftream where ofiers grow 


in ranks, 


What rapture did my boſom feel on Severn? Ane banks. 


Yet tho” my heart it Autter'd much, I tun'd a tender ſong, 
The whiſtling reeds they caught the ſound, and did the 


ee theme prolong ; 
I mention'd love, and told the .maid how conſtant 1 
would be, 


The little urchin ſent his dart, and Phebe is for me; 

Ye. flow'rs that crown the ſmiling meads, be ever freſty 
and gay, 

A happier lot cannot be found, than fate does now play, 

Ts, ods! who bleſs each lover _—y I gave them 

thanks, 

For 1 have gain'd my hearts chief wiſh, on Severn's 

verdant Pos Ws N | 


© DEATH er .ALKNOMOOK, an Indian Chi. 


1 ſun ſets in night, and the ſtars cloſe the day, 
But glory remains when their light fade away , 


Begin ye tormentors, your threats are in vain, 
For the fon of Alknomook ſhall never complain. 


Remember the arrows I ſſiot from my bow, 5 
Remember your Chiefs by my hatchet laid low; 


Why ſo flow do you think I ſhall ſhrink from the pain? 
No ! the ſon of Alknomook ſhall never complain. 


Remember 


(4 1 

Remember the woods where in ambuſh we lay. 

Ya And the ſcalps which we bore from your nation's away; 
lt Now the flame riſes faſt, you exult in my pain, 

But the ſon of Alknomook ſhall never complain. 


I go to the land where my farher is gone, 
$, His ſhade ſhall rejoice in the death of his fon 3 
Death comes like a friend to releaſe me from pain, 2 
. And thy ſon, Oh! n has ſcorn'd r 
e : | | 
N = WT WH nne 


MARIA, or the FAIR RECLU SE. 
, The Words by . G. of Bux St. Epo Bs. | 


Tuxx; Shepherds ſo cheerfull and S 


TEAR the banks of the Stour if you ſtray, 
TI Where nature each beauty expands; 
When Flora comes ſmiling with May, 
And verdure blooms over the lands: 
A hermitage near you will trace, 
A rural, and pleaſing retreat 
Where Maria, adorn'd with each grace, 
Has fix'd her contemplative ſeat. 


With ev'ry accompliſhment bleſs*d 
+ Which nature on youth can beſiasr 1 0 
Each beholder, her charms has il 
And her mildneſs the Shepherds all know: $ 
Oh! why does the maiden retire? © 
And 1 a Recluſe from the ſight ; 
When king anight the fair one admire, 
In her preſence find ev'ry delight. 


7 


* 
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What motive the nymph can detain, 

To honour and fortune allied; 
K world thai remain } | a 
e eee 
Has Cupid invaded her heart ? -. - 
Does ſome Shepherd inſenfible prove? 

He has left her to mourn thus apart, 
Wenne. 


Maria! Ah! quit this retreat,, 7 
Come forth and. rejoice all the plain; : 
Each, muſe ſhall thy praiſes repeat, 
Till eccho return the fond ſtrain :/ 
At each rural feſtival ſhine; | 
I be theme, and the joy of — | 
Yowl find ev'ry heart will be thine, 
Aud peafure each moment prolong Ng. 


eee . 


The SONS of NEPTUNE, 25 Carralv Taonrx. 


Toxz, Ve topſails Hives, COL 8 
S Neptune circles round our "iſle, © A 
Where foamang. billows roar, 
On every houeſt heart he”l ſmile, 57 
To guard his favourite ſnore; | 
His fons he will protect no doubt, 
| Who 'gaily ptiſh the bowl about. 


Let here his trydent be diſplay'd, 
The ſcepter of the mani; 5 
None then at foes will be diſmay'd,.. ee 
Each threat will prove in vain: 
They'll find tho” bold they ruſn is war, 
That gory, | is our leading ſtar... 


Yet 


5 


Yet ſhould they flatter, and ray 
We ſtill will have our way, 
And ſpread our fails n. 9 
Our commerce to diſplay ; 
The fans of Neptune a ſhall riſe, 
And each infidious. art diſpife, | 


Good humour ſteers ounficarts to hight,. 
With friendſhip at the head: wy 4 

| Our courage bold, our rigging i 

. While bumpers flow with ſpeed ;; 

f May Neptudes ſons then keep in view, 
Wphate ler is noble, juſt, and: rue. 


- 
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The BONNY LASS, A SCOTCH SONG. 
Tux, The Highland Laddie. | 


S I gang'd o'er the brig ane day, 
A ldfs I met as blyth as onny; 
She fmil'd.and ſpeer'd, yet gang'd away, 
She is the Joe, that's made for Sawney; 
7 H: O n. U s. 

'the laſs ſo blyth + and bouny,. _ 
2 15 the Foe that's made for Sawney ; : 
Td liſs, aud pre /s, and. till carreſs 
The ſmiling Joe, ſo ſmirk and bonxy. 


I met the maid again yeſtreen, 
| Her name Taſk'd, the told Ps 
And thaugh ſhe had twa.pawky.een,- | 
Indeed ſhe tid 1 acone on Sawney ; ; 
0! the laſs, Sc. 


: I follow'd 


— 


* N . 50 Li ; | 
I follow'd to the kick wipeed, 12 a 
_- | Where flowrits ſpring as fivect as on; 
I woo'd the laſs; and did fucceed, 
Ah! . e nn 
4 "IP 7 the IN Ee, 


. to fair, 
Each is indeed a ſimple tony; 
Did you but ſee each grace, and air, 

Tou'd gage — and e envy Sawney 3 
O! the 2 Sc. 


Yes pow rs divine, 22 rule above, 2 
- O! bleſs, and guard my charming Nonny, 
And let her ſtill with truth and love, 
Still charm the heart of her own Sawney ; | 
. 0. 2 the laſs, Se. 


—— — — 
The W RN E C H. 


Tux, Ceaſe rude Boreas, Se. 


OW the ſhades of night deſcending, 
Now the winds begin to riſe, 

And the dreadful ſtorm impending, 
Grumbling in the darkling ſkies ; 
where lightening glares around us, 

Thunder loud, and louder, roars. 45 
Apprehenſion now confound us, 

As the billows loſt the ſhores. _ 


Every art each one is trying, $54 5A 
But alas! all art is vam 
Not one ſtar is ſeen complying, 
IT To guide uso'er the troubled main: 


PR 


i1 


Dreadfuj 


Dreadful are the rocks projecting, 

f Providence is all our hope; 
If ſhe is not us protecting, 

Uſeleſs i is, alas! each rope. 


Mountains high the ſhip is rifing, 
Now ſhe finks again as low ; 
Vain is Prudence now adviſing, - 
To the bottom ſhe mult go: 
Farewell friends, and kindred Pas too, 
We alas hall meet no more, 
On the land there's nought to fear you, 
Happy be you all on ſhore, 


UP) UP UP UN UN (#3 00 9900099 TIT 01h 01 


FAIR ROSALE, 
Tus SEQUEL ro Youno LoTx. 


N that lone bank where Lubin died; 
Fair Roſale a wretched maid, 
Sat weeping o'er the cruel tide, 
Faithful to her Lubin's hade; 
Oh! may ſome kind, ſome gentle wave, 
Waft him to this mournful ſhore; 
Theſe tender hands ſhould make his grave, 
And deck his corps with flowers o er. 


I'd ever watch his mouldring clay, 
And pray for his eternal reſt; 


When time his form has worn away, 
IIIs duſt Pd place within my breaſt: 
While thus fhe mourn'd, her | Lubin loſt, 
And eccho to her grief reptied;; 
Lo! at her feet, his corps was toſt, | 
She ſhriek'd + the claſpt him figh'd and died, 
11 HH A FAVOURITE 


Fs 
A FAVOURITE SONO. 


Sung by Mr. BANNISTER. 


HEN firſt this humble roof 1 knew, 
With various cares I ſtrove ; | 
My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few, 
My all of life was love. 


By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd 
The ſpring our drink beſtow'd; 

But when her lip the brim had preis · d, 
The cup with nectar flow d. 


Content and peace the dwelling ſhar'd, 
No other gueſt came nigh , , 

In them was giv'n (tho? gold was ſpar'd) 
What gold could never buy. 


No value has a ſplendid lot, 
But as the means to prove ; 

That from the caſtle to the cot, 
The all of life is love. 


7 
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A HARVEST HOME SONG, by Mr. Goopwix. 


Tuxk, The moment Aurora peeps into my Room. 


RIGHT fol has return'd to the weſtern 838 


To ſlegp on his Thetis fair boſom again; 


Then let roſy mirth with her gay dimpled gueſt, 
Now ſooth rugged labour and lull care to reſt; 
For ſay can the farmer or peaſant look glum, 


While ecchoing woodlands reply harveſt home, 


CHOR'U $» 
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C H . 
Harveſt home, 
Hare home, © 
While ecchoing woodlands reply barveft home. 


The ſcythe and the fickle refign to the flail - 
So now with brown beer, fill the cleanly milk-pail ; 
And while chearful toaſts go round merry and blythe, 
Rememder the vicar, and pay him his tythe ; 
Or elſe the grave don will moſt ſurely look glum— 
pile ecchoing, c. 
The ſportſmen now riſe when the merry ton'd horn, 
Salute fair aurora and welcome the morn, 
All other delights muſt to, hunting give place, 
And eaſe fall a victim to the toils of the chace ; 
With pleaſures exulting in freedom to roam— 
While echoing, Sec. 


Pomona her treaſure now plenteouſly pours, 

And ceres has fill'd ev'ry barn with her ſtores; 0 

So now while we drink may fair friendſhip be found, - 

Where nature profuſely deals bounty around: 

So now lad and laſſes with ſpeed hither come. 
While ecchoing, &c, 


A FAVOURITE PARODY 
On ** The ecchoing Horn, &c.— By R. P. 
TY dull drowſy watch call the topers away, 


Away to the bottle and glaſs, 


Where plety of mirth, and good liquor i is found, 
And moments all chearful paſs ; 


H af - What 
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What pleafure inſpires each true hearty blade, 
As the full flow ing bumper; goes round; 

The ſong in full chorus, is ecchoed with glee, 
And the night with good humour i is.crown'd, 


Triumphant we fit, each diſſ pifing dull care, 
Like true ſons of Bacchus divine; 

More ſweet is each bottle that comes on the bowl 
And we drink till our noſes do ſhine : : 

With toaſts, and with ſentiments, rapture, and glee, * 
The ſweets of good fellowſhip's ours; 

When we find we've enough we go ranting 2 
And the watchman before us he ſcours. 


LAMB COT, A NEW PASTORAL SONG, 
By Miss Witson, „ - « 
Toxe, Sibver moon's aN beams. 
HE orient fun how beamy bright, 
It glows o'er yonder hill; 
How fades the flow departing night, , 
How ſolemn all and till ; | | 
How ſweet each varied proſpect round, 


; | How gay is every ſcene ; 
Yet not a proſpect can be found, 


Like Lamb-cot on the green. 

j Tis there the creeping ivy twines, 
= Of ever vernal hue, 

| | And intermingled jeſamines, 


Delights the gazers view ; | 
a Wirtin 


1 
Within the love ly Daphne dwells, 
None fairer &er was ſeen, 
No ſcene there ſurely is excels, 
Sweet Lamb-cot on the green. 


The ſpreading elms a loft ariſe, 
Where little warblers fing ; 
The early lark ſalutes the ſkies, 
And ſoars on downy wing; 
The flocks and herds are ſeen around, 4 
The milk-maid view fo clean; 
No other proſpect can be found, 
Like Lamb- cot on the green. 


Would Daphne deign to crown my love, 
How happy ] ſhould I be, 

Each rural happmeſs I'd Prove, 

Each dear felicity ; 

I'd tune my oaten pipe with eaſe, 
Unto my hearts dear queen, 

And ev'ry thing around would pleaſe, 
At Lamb-cot on the grgen. 


UP © UP UP n n n EPs UE UP PN UP UP YUP OR D 1 
PEGGY, A New Score SONG. 
Toxe, At ſetting Day, Se. 1 


Then phœbus gilds the orient iy, ; 
Y I riſe with thoughts quite tender, 

And would if Sandy did comply, 

My youthful heart ſurrender; 


With 


( 56 9 
With him i'd ſeek the rural ſhade, 
+ And every thought diſcover; 
if he would love a fimple maid, 
To be a faithful = 4 


My little lambs ſhould climb the bank, 
To ſee my Sandy tripping, 
And every proſpect give content, 
When all a round were ſkipping; 

O! come my Sandy. haſte away, 

Be to thy Peggy kind O 1 | 
And every night, and ev'ry day, 

A faithful laſs you'll find O. 


1 402 40 (03 99423 42 40301 10 23 107 27 107 27 107 7 10 ON Uh Un 10h 
A LUMBER TROOP SONG. 
| The Words by R. RusTED. , 


Tuxx, Rule Britannia. 


ITH nectar fills the flowing bowl, 

What can excel a chearfull glaſs; 

It animates the fleeting ſoul, N 
As through the vale of life we pafs. 5 


n. 
With nectar fill, let not your foirits, droop, | 
And toaft the famous Lumber Troop.” 4 


Let George the Third o'er Britain's iſle, 
His well known Sceptre, deign to ſway; 
And Heroes brave triumphant ſmile, 
Whilſt bacchanlian lead the way. 
With near, Oe. 


By 


. 


E 
By tunefull bards recorded be; N 
Favorite ſons of wit and mirth; 
Whoſe powers enrich with harmony; 
The ſurface of the * earth. 
With nefar, Sc. 


Shou'd Britains Menagch wiſely call, 

His veteran Lumber Troops, to arms; 
The bowl we'd quit let what befal, 

70 ſhare the fate of wars alarms ! 


With neffar, Se. 


With Mars and Bacchus we unite, 
Can Roman greatneſs this exceed; 
By gallic foes ne*r put to flight, 
We for our TY and country bleed. 
With nectar 7 & c 


To him who fills the Britiſh Throne, 
The guardian of our liberty;  _ + 
A goblet ſhall his proweſs own, 
So drink to George, proſperity. 


With nectar, &c. 


DNN, 90 


| Tuxx, Of the high mettled Racer. 


EE the Park throng'd with coaches, the nobles all run, 
To view the dear angel —her ruins begun; " 
Princes, dukes, lords, and bankers are firſt in her train, 
In raptures they ogle as yet but in vain. 
| In raptures, & c. 


| | * And 


| „* . 
1 9 
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And ſee the old letcher, with rheum in his eyes, 
Scarcely able to crawl, bidding high for the prize; 
Whilſt rakes, hawds, and panders are hnnting her down, 
The beautiful Sallys, firſt known to the town. 
The beautiful, c. 


VVV | 
' Left ſhe by ſome other ſhould firſt be poſſeſt; 
Tho' all the fame victim with ardour purſue, 
n. 
5 Tet by rank, Sr. 


Fond dreams of ambition, her virtue aſſails, | 
Till her noble deciever by words ſoon prevails ; | 
In ſplendor now ro chariot and four, 
The beautiful . no higher can ſoar. 
The beautiful, Gr. 


But at length, the — with his Di ; = + 
No longer dear Sally's the fountain of blifs ; 10 
v 
1 


1122 


5 


Whole nights his angel, muſt paſs all alone; 
To mourn the frail hour — chat the wer attone. 
To as, Se. 


Her oY . his ſplendour no more, v 

She now feels ſuch pangs as ſhe ne'er felt before; 
No proviſion ſhes made and her purſe growing leſs, 
The beautiful Sallys, firſt taſtes her diſtreſs. F 
De beautiful, Sc 


Perhaps fickle fortune the ſdene now may fhifr, 
And ere ſh's quite common—may give her a lift. 
Her $rft fad reflection fhe now ſeeks to 5 


B Aying to Pg eee rows. 


[ | By thing, &c 
Balls) 


5 # . — 


[ 9] 
Balls, plays, maſquerades, and all places of ſport. 
Wherever the ton goes, ſhe's ſure to reſort ; 
When no longer weak art, her charms can + 
The beautiful, Sally's a wreek at kings place. 
The un, &c, 


A while here ſhe ſtays, till al feeling is dead, 
Grown callious to ſhame, ſhall now drudge for bread : 
Throꝰ bitter abuſes, cold, hungry, and dry, 
The long toys Cs the ſtreets ſhe muſt ply. 

The long, &c. 


And if ſome kind chance throws a crown in her way, 
The watchman and juſtice, come in for their pay; 
Or elſe from the routid-houſe to bridewell ſhe's ſent, 
Where en Sally, * ſtarve to repent. 

Where beautif, ul, &c » 


| Now worn with diſcaſes ſhe draws faſt to her end, 

Quite rotten, ſhe crawls to the Lock, her laſt friends 

Where a croud of pale ſiſters her fame do record, 

Till her birth, life, and keepers reſound thro? each ward. 
p Till her, Ec: 


While drench'd rubþ'd, and phyfick'd, all loathſome ſhe 
lies, 

Polluted and feeble, ſhe now ſcarcely ſighs. 

Forgotten at thirty ſhe welcomes grim death, 


The beautifull Sally, thus yeilds up her breath, | 
| The beautiful, c. 


1 A NEW 
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A NEW FAL DE RAL TIT, 
Sang by Mr. Jonaxor, at the Royal Circus, 


NEVER once thought the time to ie, 
That I poſſeſs'd of gold ſhou'd be,.. . 
So very droll appears to me, 
How e'er I'll keep it up; 
To the Dog and Duck” away 1'll ſtrole, 
Myſelf to amuſe with ſome kind foul, _ bee 
And flaſh it away without controul, 
And roar out fal de ral tit. 


I'll dreſs myſelf fo neat and fine, 
At a ſhilling ordinary I'll dine, 
T'll ſwig the porter, punch, and wine, 
O! how I'll iport the bit; 
I 'i call for the girls to foot it away. 
For I'm reſolved to be merry to-day, 
| Then fiddlers begin without any delay, 
| | To play up fal de ral tit. 


Then like Mark Anthony I'll ride, 

With Cleopatra by my fide, 

Her cheeks as red as a Wapping bride 
28 On board of St. George's Spa; 6 

Her tete at leaſt three ſtories high, 

Tho? ribbons are tax'd, her ſtreamers ſhall fly, 
Wit ſparkling in her roguiſh eye, 

Shall laugh at Fal de ral tit. 


While on Briton's happy land, 

An upright failor will I ſtand, 

With wine and woman at command, 
What can I wiſh for more; 


| Then 


1 
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Then a bumper I' fill with great delight, 
I'll drink your healths with all my might, 


For your good company this night 
Makes ter fal de ral tit. 


„44 44„„%„„%%1 l A „ 
The Neat VILLAGE LAS SE 8, 
| By Miss G1ss0N. | 
q | Tux, The Lads of the Village. 


HILE the neat village laſſes are merry and gay, 
With the beſt I will briſkly advance, 


And blyth as the linnet that fings thiough the day, 
I will join on the green in the dance. 


I will goto the wake, to the fair I will go, 
While pleaſure is ſtill on the wing, 
While zephyrs fans gently the flowers that blow, 
And health, roſy health, rules the ſpring. - 
| While the neat, Se. 


When the queen of the May lovely Sylvia is erown'd, 
A garland for her I'll prepare, 
While the pipe and the tabor, ſo ſweetly does found, 
Not a MO I will give to dull care. 3 
While the neat, &c. 


| 
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HE i + AND I COMPLY” D. 
Sung by Mas. MazTrvR. 


T dawning day among the broom, 
I met my ſweetheart Johnny, | 
1 8 His 
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His breath like roſes ſweet perfume, 
His ſmiles {a blythe and bonny, 


He offer d love my mind to move, 
And aſk'd me for his bride, 


J am to young, I faultering ſung, 


- And long his ſuit deny'd. 


With Ilia beauty brightand gay, 
Wi e' en that ſhine fo ſweetly, 

What laſs cou'd fay the laddy nay : 
Who told his love fa featly ; 

He vow'd that he wad faithful be, 
If ſoon I'd be his bride. 

ty tongue ſaid nay my e' en _ aye, 
He kiſs d and Icompli'd. N 


W'i mickle joy, my hand he ſeiz d, 
To kirk I hied wi Johnny, 

His carriage fair my fancy pleas'd, 
So Santy blythe and bonny, 

I bleſs he ho and loves ſoft pow'r, 
That made me Johnny's bride, 


I bleſs the day, when free and gay, 


He kiſsꝰd and I comply d. 


ANEW PASTORAL SONG, by Miss WIIsox. 
Tux, The Lafs of © Patties Mill. 


HE fields are freſh and gay, , 
All nature ſmiles confeſs d, 
The birds ſing on each ſpray, 
Or build each downy neſt : 
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Come Phebe let us haſte, 
To trace the deu lawu; 
Each fond endearment taſte, 
Now. phœbus gilds the daun. 


Mark where the vi'let grows, 
To ſcent the Ambient ai; 
How bright the cowſlips Wes, | : 
Or lilties white appear; Fc 4 
See where the lambkins play, 
And gambol on the green; 
| What fancy does diſplay, 
In every varied ſcene. nnn 


Come Phebe, come away, 
Thy tenderneſs to prove: 
Among the meadows gay 


We'll tell fond tales of e „rm nir 
With innocence and tru nn, 
Unknown to pride and art; n nog? e! 
- Now in our prime of. youth, ab 
Each tender wiſh impart. . 


The HAPPY FELLOW, by . "Y 
Pons, Contented I am, & . 54 % 
| Her happy am L, and {lll happy rube, 


At night when my friends are all met, 


When the bottles are rang d, and the glaſſes I ſee, 
All troubles and cares I forget. ; 
My. brawe. boys, CS. 


"Then 


* 
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Then roſy-fac'd Bacchus ſteps into the chair, 
And Momus knocks down for a ſong ; 
Bright Fancy attends with her whimfical air, 
The moments of mirth to prolong. 
My brave boys, & c 


What pleaſure it is, and charming delight, 
In good fellowſhip thus to be found ; | 
With a bumper and friend to paſs the gay night, 
And with peace and good humour be crown'd. 
My brave boys, Sc. 


' Fe 


The LASS OUT OF HER TEENS, 
By Ma. Goopwin. 


ill arriv*d in my teens no ſorrow had I 

To ruffle my boſom or prompt the ſad ſigh, 
But ſoon little Cupid with cunning and ſkill, 
Made me wiſh from my ſoul I had been a child ſtill. 


One morn as I rov'd in the ſeaſon of ſpring, 
Where fond turtles coo, and where goldfinches ſing, 
I ſpi'd, gentle Damon, but Oh! the dire ill, 
Makes me with from my foul I was but a child ſtill. 


I have heard a gay damſel elate with exceſs, | | 
Say nymphs in their teens have no fellows in bliſs; 

But ſhould ſhe vain fair one, taſte loves bitter pill, 

She wou'd wiſh from her ſoul ſhe was but a child ſtill. 


Vet ſable deſpair ſhall not burthen my mind, 
For ſhou'd the blythe ſwain prove ingenuous and kind, 
At the Temple of Hymen I'd anſwer, I will ! 
Nor wiſh from my ſoul to be but a child ſtill. 


On 5 
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ENT ICEs 80 FIT MEADOWS. 
fats Mus. . * 2 


N entick's green meadows where | innocence reign, 
Where pleaſure and plenty for ever preſides, 
I romp'd with the maidens and pretty young ſwain, 
And Ralph fancied ſoon he ſhould call me his bride. 
When ] firſt heard the drum with a ws dow, dow, 
Its muſic was ſweeter then ſoft ſerenade, 
I ſcorn all the reſt for the row, a dow, don; 22 
And I ſigh'd for the captain with {mart cockade. 


The firſt er'e I ſaw, he march'd over our green“ 
His men all behind him, by two, and by two, | 
Such a fight in our village had never been ſeen, -. | 
The men all in ranks were drawn out to vier; 
When I firſt heard the drum with a row, dow, dow,. | 
Young Cupid awak*d; ſuch a buſtle he made, | 
My heart beat a march with a row, dow, dow. 
And went o'er to the captain—with a ſmart cockade. 


My face took his fancys he ſwore at my feet | 
All his laurels he'd lay, if I'd give him my hand; 

No maid could refuſe a lover fo tweet, © ' 

To the church then I GR The the word of com- 


- mand ; ne ea 
Now I follow the drum with a row, p nds 1 WER 
Nor e' er repented the vow that I made, _- 2 


No muſic to me like the the row, dow, dow, 
Nor a youth like the captain - with ſmart cockade. 


A NEW 
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' A New ANTI-BOURBON SONG, —by Brother 8. 
Donn, By the gayly circling glaſs 


NTI- BOURBONS Mil are gay, 
Sing and quaff the time away ; 
Gallic frip'ries they deſpiſe, 
Each with mirth and friendſhip vies. 


To their country ſtaunch and true, 
Patriot honour they perſue ; 
Lift the foaming goblet high 

Care and trouble they defy. 
Should the vain Bourbon's creed, 
Try Old England to fiibdue , . 
The Anti-Bourbons” then would riſe, 
And their vain attempts defpiſe. 


But while gentle peace prevails, 
And Juſtice lifts aloft her ſcales; 
Mink and jollity's their way, 
Ever ealy, ever gay. | 


„ eee eee 


WHICH IS THE MAN. 


gun by Mas. WRrIGHTEN. 


Prins ſweethearts I boaſt, pray who could wiſh 
/ | | + 

And yet there are many could manage a ſcore, 

Tis hard ſure to fix and their merits to ſcan, 

Tho” they teaze me fo oft to know which is the man. 


The captain who praiſes my air and my grace, 
Will kiſs (lord a mercy) my maid to my face, 
FS A | | The 


191 


He ſwears at my monkey, looks big, breaks my * 
Yet] ſcarce dare to tell him he is not the man. 


The beau lud ſo ſweet and ſo ſmart, and ſo thin, 
Does ſo fidget and gaze at himſelf with a grin ; 
That in vain he attempts my heart to trepan, 
declare he looks more like a doll then a man. 


T want one to love and protect me beſide, 

That neither ſhall fear or deſpiſe when a bride; 
My heart is his own, and Þ'll love while I can, 
And Willy, my dear, conſtant Willy's the man. 


LULL UTR Y[ER_RYT  r[ _FTYTTTT 


A Favourite Song, ſung by Mrss RoMANzZING, in the 
Character of a Jeu Broker. 


E jobbers, underwriters, ye all of pen and wl. 
With mine fal lal la, &c. 
Who in the alley gay patterr's, your tea and coffee &rink ; 
- With mine fal lal la, &c. 4 
Rattling up your yellow-boys, come hither at my call, | 
Tm buyer. or I'm ſeller and I can ſherve vou all, 
With mine fal lal la, &c. 


| Ye bulls, ye bears, ye lame ducks, and all ye 1 


"With mine fal lal la, Kc. 

If *twas not for us ſmoutches, I don't now what ye'd do; | | 

With mine fal lal la, &c. | 

If &er ye want ſhecutities, tiſh we dat find got ** i 

Our friends have got de moniſh—hut den they * | 
times fails, . | 

With ne lal la, &c. 


If 


Tf noblemans have loſt roulos and all their rino ſpent, - 
With mine fal lal la, &c. 
My heart 1 it melts—I draw di pond—and, lend for cent 
* cent ; 
With mine fal lal la, xc. 
Or if a life you wou'd infure dats old and crazy grown, 
Di ways and means, I'll let you know to get the de 
buifinſh done. 
With mine fal lal Ga &c. 


Ye captains, and ye colonel, ye jointur'd widows all, 
With mine fal lal la, &c. | 
To Little Iſaac come when'er your ſtocks begin to fall, 
| Wich mine fal lal la, &c. vagal 
Pl put you in a method once more to raiſe ye de caſh, 
I'll buy into your finking funds, that you may cut a 
flaſh. 


With mine fal lat la, &c.* 
Le parſon's with goot livings, ye courtiers wid goot 


place, 
With mine fal lal * &c. 
Advice I'll give ye cratiſh and tink upon your caſe ; 
With mine fal lal la, &c. 
If their iſh poſhibility's for you I'll taiſh de duſt, 


But den you muſt excuſe me, if I ſherve myſelf de firſt, 


With mine fal lal la, &c. 


I give advice to every tribe but the phyſhick and de law, 
With mine fal lal-la, &c. 
But they out-wit the Jews demſelves for bills at dey ſight; 
With mine fal lal la, &c. 
We, when we lend our moniſh, run ſome riſk tho* tith 
- ſmall, 
But dey take all di moniſh, and run no o riſk at all. 
| Wich mine * lal as &. 
The 
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The BEAUTIES of NORFOLK,—by R. P. 
Tux, Bring the flaſh, the muſic bring, Sc. 
AST, weſt, and north, and ſouth, - . 

P ve travel'd all about Sir; 
And if that I muſt tell the truth, 
Twas pleaſure to find out Sir. 
CHORUS.—Brut Norfolk is the place for me, 
Por friendjbip, and for beauty ; 
Gaod nog, as clear as you can ſee, 
And every thing to ſuit ye. 
A hearty welcome you will find, 
Not merely catch, as catch can ; 
But dainty's rare to pleaſe the mind, uf 
And dump! in the tatch pan. ba. 


"Then Norfolk, Qe. 


The flowing gotch is quickly braught, 
And round to each it paſſes ; 

Each heart is with good humour 8 
And lovely are the Us. | 


bas, Then Norfolk, Se. 


Fine ſheep are blecting on rides hills, 
And oxen too are grazing; 
With purling ſtreams, and tinkling rills, 
Each proſpect is amazing. | 
Den Norfolk, Se. 
Old ocean rolls an ample tide, iy 
Where fiſh is. found in plenty ; 
Nature! has nothing here deni'd, 
Which ſurely muſt content ye. 
Then Norfolk, Sc. 
My friends come fill the gotch again, 
And toaſt the blooming mauthers ;-- - 
May each ſoon bleſs ſome "Ally lain, 
And they be happy fathers. 


For Norfolk, Se. 
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BOROUGH UNIONS.—By Brother C. 


Tux, Te tuneful Nine. 


YE muſes touch each trembling ſtring, © | 
Of unanimity to ſing; 

"Tis that coats: and binds us all, 

The high, the low, the great, the tall, 
Each friend aſfemdled here to night, 

In ſtricteſt Union will delight. 


Union, is harmony we find, 


And makes each ſentimental mind; 
A happy bond at once to prove, 1 
The force of friendſhip honor, love, 

And- o'er the bottle, or the bowl, 
With joy inſpires the noble ſoul. 


Look through all nature, and all art, 
Tis Union makes compleat . ; 
It beautiſies each rifing pile, | 
The baſe, the bulwark of our 1e-; 
*Tis Unions all a like agree, 
Preſerves our laws and liberty. 


nil may our order friendly and, 


And with inereaſing time expand, 

The © Bororgh Unions” ſtill ſhall be, 
Friendly, cheerful, merry free, 

Their hours will paſs with true delight 
Who kind ahd cordially unite. 
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VALENTINES DAY.—By Ma. Goodwin. 


HEN nights fable train, 
Had fled from the Fs, 


Young 


( 7 *F 
Youg Collin, with heart 3 and gay, 
His cottage forſook, 
With pipe, and with crook,, 
To welcome in Valentine'#day. 


He ſaw: on the-boughs, © . - 
Fond birds plighting vows, 
1 All nature to Ibve did incline ;. 
I will, faid the ſwain, 
Now traverſe the plain, 
In queſt of a fair Valentine. 
TE He rov'd thro? the ſhades, 
: Ober fallows, o'er glade, 
Till Phillis he met by the way, 
She at firſt was unkayys; 


| Bat ſoon ſhe inclin 
To celebrate Valentine's 7 


To the temple of love, 
Side by ſide did they rove, 
And there heart for heart did deen; ; 
In hymen's chaſte bands, 
The prieſt joit'4 the hands, 
Or Collin and his Valentine. 


A FAVOURITE ANTI-BOURBON SONG. 
The Words by a Lavy. 
Tux, Mulberry Tree, &c. 
O our brave Inſtitution each Britain advance, 
Who deſpiſes the Union and terror of France, 
Come blend your invectives to ſhake her proud tow rs, 


For my brave Anti-Bourbons” the laurel is ours. 
CHORUS 
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Fill then the glaſs wh ile gallia boats, 
Deftrufion to our happy coaſts ! 


Fair liberty and victory, 
Shall crown the ** Anti-Bourbon . 


Fame courts 5 afar; | 
Our valliant attachment in peace and in war; 
No debates unharmonious can ever prevail, 
In a meeting where freedom determines the ſcale, 
| Fill then the glaſs, c. 


Here's ſucceſs to thoſe heroes, who govern our fleets, 
May their valour be glorious nor ſhrink at defeat ; 
While each noble action on record ſhall ſtand, 


And peace wave her olive once more o'er our land. 
Fill then the glaſs, Ge. 


Welcome i in our new. brother may health, peace and joy, 
'Entwine their ſoft bleſſings each care to deſtroy ; ; 
May a conſtant ſucceſſion of happineſs give, 
Due reward to his a and long may he live. 
| Fill then the glaſs S 


Come join in the chorus, and min gle applauſe, 

Ve ſons of Britannia, who's warm in the cauſe; 
Which gave darling freedom to honour our name, 
To Bourbon confuſion and abſolute ſliame, 


New 
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New 7 5 and 8 entifents. 


AY the rememberance of paſt 0 be the 
monitor of our future conduct. 

The firſt tribute due to Friendſhip,—Gratitude. . 

May the liberal hand have free accels to the purſe of 
Plenty. 

Beauties without affectations, and merit without conceit. 

May we draw upon Content for the deficiencies of 
Fortune. : 

May faſhion never become a priveley ge for the exerciſe of 
folly. 

To hs honeſt fellow, that loves his bottle at ni ight, 45 
his buſineſs in the morning. 

Love to one, friendſhip to a few, and good- will to all. 


The ſeverity of contempt to thoſe who diſregard the ties 


of honour, 

May a virtuous offspring ſucceed to a mutual and honour- 
able love. 

Virtue for a guide, and Fortune for an attendant. 

May we never be influenced by jealouſy, nor e 
by intereſt. 


Riches to the generous, and power to the mereiful. 


May the enemies of liberty become a Foy to the ſcourge 
of oppreſſion. 
May temptation never conquer virtue. 
May the precepts of Reaſon prevent the effects of Paſſion. 
May the impulſe of Generoſity never be check'd by the 
power of * a 
May | 
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Wew Toa and Seniinrents 


Sentiments Particularly adapted to the AxTI-BouxB;Ox 
LoDGE. 


May the hand of an Antj-Bourbon be the conſtant com- 
panion of his heart. 

May virtue and integrity ever be the diſtinguiſhing 
charactereſtick of an Anti-Bourbon. 

May the enemy of an Anti-Bourbon never find a friend. 


Adapted to the UNION Lope. 
Compleat Union —A full Lodge, and a flowing bowl. 
May the ſpirit of contradiction be laid afleep, while con- 
viviality and good humour are enlivened by the j Juice 
of the vine. 
May every brother keep in perfect unity with his wiftrgls 
May Bacchus become ſpeaker to the Houſe of Commons, 
as the ſureſt way to procure unity through the nation. 


Sentiment adapted to the SELECT FRIERY. 


What few Convents-can boaſt, —An honeſt Friar, and ne 


prieſt-craft, . 


Sentiments adapted to the Pro Lopck. 


May the indiſcretion of Phæton become a uſeful leſſon 
to the ambitious mind. 

Let us uſe fortitude rather as a check to ambition, than a 
ſpur to a raſh act. 

May the reins of this Inſtitution ever be guided by Rea- 


ſon and Temperance. 
May Phztons ever keep the whip hand of their enemies. 


A Sentiment on the commencement of a New-Vear. 


May every ſucceſſiom of the preſent ſeaſon ſtrengthen our 
| friendſhips, and increaſe our proſperity. 
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